Chapter X
TWO years later, Punchi Menika was still living
in the hut which had belonged to Silindu, but
she lived alone, Karlinahami had died slowly and
almost painlessly, like the trees around her. Her
death had brought no difference into Punchi Men-
ika's life, except that now she had to find food for
herself alone.
The years had brought more evil, death, and
decay upon the village. Of the five houses which
stood when Punchi Menika returned from her jour-
ney to the prison, only two remained, her own, and
that of the headman Vederala Punchirala. Disease
and hunger visited it year after year. It seemed, as
the headman said, to have been forgotten by gods
and men. Year after year, the rains from the north-
east passed it by; only the sun beat down more piti-
lessly, and the wind roared over it across the jungle;
the little patches of chena crop which the villagers
tried to cultivate withered as soon as the young
shoots showed above the ground. No man, traveller
or headman or trader, ever came to the village now.
No one troubled any longer to clear the track which
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